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Goat Lady 
—Sharon Boston 
C'MON, you guys! Let's go down and look at the Goat Lady!" 
They left the school playground in a ragged pack. Pink-
cheeked and polished by mothers in the morning, kept that 
way by their teachers all day, the children's eyes now glowed 
with impudence as they poked at each other in anticipation. 
After three or four blocks of taunting and pushing, they 
came to a picket fence which had been shined by weather 
and forced to point at the house from the pressure of so many 
pudgy little bodies. Behind the fence, there was a tangle 
of sumac which did a much better job of keeping them off 
the premises. Not that any of them would have dared to step 
on her property. At least, not any more than the toe of a 
shoe stuck through the pickets. The fence leaned a little 
more as they pressed against it, watching. 
"Hey, there she goes! I just saw her 'round back!" 
Squeak, squeak. Tr ipp ing over each other, they all ran 
through the neighbor's yard and lined up about ten feet 
behind her in the alley. Her gunny sack dress blew as if it 
were empty. Squeak, squeak. T h e old, red wagon trailed 
along behind the empty dress. As the Goat Lady came to 
the corner of her lot, about twenty scraggy cats slinked out 
of the sumac and gathered around her feet. 
T h e children followed almost reverently behind her, 
but if you looked into their tiny faces, you could see that 
their eyes still glowed and their mouths twisted. But not into 
smiles. Something more cruel. 
T h e procession wound its way through several residen-
tial alleys, into the business district alleys. T h e garbage cans 
in this area yielded more and better treasure. 
"Hey, Goat Lady! Are you having garbage stew for 
supper?" 
"I bet she eats with her goats." 
"You missed some tin cans back here." 
One of them squashed an old hat on her head. "Look at 
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me. I'm the Goat Lady." And she hobbled along, giggling, 
with golden braids falling over her shoulders. 
The Goat Lady voice came mewing back at them. 
"Listen! She sounds just like those cats. Hey, Goat 
Lady, can't you talk English?" 
One of the cats stayed behind too long investigating the 
inside of a garbage can. The girl with the golden braids 
slammed on the cover. When the cat had cried long enough 
for them to tire of listening to it, they let it go. With ears 
laid back and tail puffed, it ran to hide in the folds of the 
gunny sack dress. The Goat Lady bent to caress its frail body. 
It sounded as if she were talking to it, mewing with it. That 
was the only time she turned to look at them. They dropped 
back a few steps. 
"Hey, you old Goat Lady, you stink." 
"She never takes a bath. Heck, everyone knows that, 
you dummy." 
They were closing the distance again. 
"If we get close enough, I dare you to touch her." 
"I will, if you will." 
"If you guys touch her, you'll get lice, and the school 
nurse will wash your hair in kerosene." 
The children dawdled along behind discussing the possi-
bilities of getting lice by touching the Goat Lady. They 
decided that if they only touched her dress, very quickly, they 
would not get any lice. 
They began double-timing her, getting closer. 
"I touched her dress!" 
"Me, too!" 
"So did I!" 
They fell back to examine each other's hands. The Goat 
Lady moved ahead and was soon out of sight. They hadn't 
discovered any lice, and they were getting bored. 
"Hey, I know what. My big brother has some fire-
crackers. I'll get some and some matches and we'll wait for 
the Goat Lady and throw them at her house. Wait for me!" 
And one pink-cheeked and polished girl ran off with her 
golden braids flying out behind. 
They waited by the picket fence in front of the Goat 
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Lady's house unti l she came back with the firecrackers. 
" T h e Goat Lady hasn't come back yet." 
"Lemme see the firecrackers." 
"Boy, if Mom ever caught me with these matches. . ." 
Squeak, squeak. 
"Be quiet. Here she comes." 
They waited silently, watching their prey. When she 
had gone in the house, they started. 
"Look. This is how I've seen my big brother do it." The 
fire reflection was doubly intensified in big, blue eyes. "Like 
this. And then you throw it." 
Bang! 
They huddled in a group, and each one turned now 
and then to throw a firecracker. 
"C'mon, it's my turn to throw. You got two in a row." 
Bang! Bang, bang, bang! Bang! Bang! 
"Boy, will ya look at those goats run around." 
"Wait. There 's some smoke." 
"Where?" 
"Over there by the corner of the fence." 
"Who cares about a little smoke? Who wants to throw 
the last firecracker?" 
"I do." 
"I do." 
"I do." 
They closed the huddle to decide who would get to 
throw it. 
"Listen. Since I got them and they're my big brother's, 
I 'm going to throw it." T h e huddle opened, and a pink-
cheeked little girl with braids flung defiantly to one side 
lifted her arm. 
BANG! 
Just then they noticed the flames licking at the bottoms 
of the pickets. 
"Run ." 
"Run ." 
"C'mon. We can hide in that vacant lot across the street." 
They secreted themselves in the weeds, squatting and 
lying on their pudgy little bellies. 
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"Wow! Will ya look at those bushes go up?" 
The fire consumed the sumac hedge and jumped to the 
big trees around the house. The cats ran, crying, to the door. 
The Goat Lady let them in and came running back out with 
a bucket of water. 
"Look at that. One crummy bucket against that beauti-
ful fire." 
She ran back and forth, back and forth, with the bucket. 
Her dress flapped around her like the wings of an injured 
bird. 
When the roof of the house caught fire, she called in to 
the cats. They gattered around her feet in mewing softness. 
She led them into the alley. Suddenly she turned. The 
children thought she saw them and slinked lower in the 
weeds, but she ran back into the house. As the roof fell in, 
they could hear mewing sounds coming from inside. 
When they heard the fire whistle, they scattered and 
ran as fast as they could go. A girl with glinting golden braids 
was a stride ahead of everyone else. After a couple of blocks 
she heard a pleading, mewing sound behind her and she 
slowed down and dawdled along kicking at rocks and turned. 
There was a frail, limping cat following her. 
"Here kitty," she said as she bent down and curled her 
fingers around a rock. 
No wonder old men are quiet. It must 
take hours to relive the memories of a 
lifetime. 
—:Bill J. Fogarty 
